EXTREMES MEET

could be shrouded as disconcertingly as this. But to keep
those corners secret it was necessary to take them as he
found them. And anyway death always leering over the
shoulders of those really secret agents kept them as much
in order as the pattern of the Tree of Life. There were
exceptions, of course, like the agent 33, but he would have
cheated the Father of Lies.

In one of the rooms a large ledger lay upon the table.
This was gradually being filled up with numbered ques-
tions of every kind. There were already over six hundred,
of which half had never been answered and three-quarters
of the rest answered inaccurately. The enquiry agents
who spent their leisure playing cards and drinking coffee
in the big back room were encouraged to compete with
one another in the successful solution of these minor
problems, two or three of which in the whole of that
large book provided clues for more thorough investigations
and led to important results. In the corner of this room a
distinguished antiquarian called Henderson sat at a desk
making a card index of all the places and'personal names
which had cropped up in any connection with the B or
contre-espionage side of the bureau's activities, whether
in telegrams of enquiry and information from other
centres of Intelligence or in the daily reports of the worka-
day agents. Waterlow kept the files of the A or espionage
side in the safe at the Other House, where they were
guarded night and day by Anatolians, in whose fidelity
he had perfect confidence, men who had had sisters or
daughters carried off by the Turks into the interior, and
who were waiting for their revenge.

Henderson was a finely carved delicate creature with a
scholar's stoop and a scholar's pallor, such a one as may be
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